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SCHOOL  SPIRIT 

School  spirit  is  not  something 
which  you  can  hold  in  the  palm  of 
your  hand  like  a  ball.  It  cannot  be 
thrown  into  a  corner,  left,  and  then 
brought  out  again  and  be  expected 
to  have  the  same  value.  No,  school 
spirit  is  not  a  physical  object,  but 
rather  a  mental  objective.  To  de¬ 
termine  whether  a  person  is  going  to 
have  school  spirit  rests  wholly  with 
the  individual  himself. 

A  salvage  drive  was  being  conduct¬ 
ed  in  which  all  the  pupils  were  to 
participate.  Yes,  Johnny  Jones,  Davey 
Smith,  Patsy  Downs,  and  the  rest  of 
the  high  schoolers.  Oh,  but  Susie 
Brown  was  different.  She  stayed  home 
and  read  funny  books.  Why?  It  was 
quite  evident  she  didn’t  care  about 
her  school  ,  and  its  pride. 

The  basketball  coach  sent  a  notice 
asking  all  girls  who  were  interested 
in  basketball  to  report  to  the  gym.  A 
dozen  girls  showed  up  out  of  approxi¬ 
mately  one  hundred  girls.  School 
spirit!  Where? 

The  fellows  were  out  on  the  field, 
playing  as  hard  as  they  possibly  could 
after  many  hours  of  practice,  but  as 
we  looked  up  in  the  stands  we  found 
a  few  spectators  here  and  there.  The 
missing  links  were  absent,  again. 

These  are  a  few  of  the  factors  which 
are  direct  opponents  of  school  spirit. 
Now  for  a  few  good  views  of  what 
school  spirit  really  is: 

The  cheerleaders  are  rigged  up  in 
the  traditional  “Red  and  Black” 
which  represents  this  particular 
school’s  colors.  The  stands  are  packed 
to  the  very  top.  The  participants  in 


the  game  are  encouraged  to  do  their 
best.  The  crowd  cheers  when  an  ex¬ 
ceptionally  good  play  is  used.  The 
crew  participates  in  cheering.  Every¬ 
one  is  eager  for  their  choice  to  be  the 
leaders. 

The  pupils  are  willing  to  cooperate 
with  their  teachers  and  elders,  to 
make  their  school  one  of  the  best. 

A  dance  is  being  held.  The  whole 
school  crowd  comes.  They  bring 
others  and  in  turn  they  bring  others. 
The  dance  is  a  big  success. 

Yes,  this  is  a  real  school  spirit. 
Everyone  is  happy.  Everyone  is  will¬ 
ing.  Yes,  this  is  the  school  life,  too. 

Elaine  Champion,  ’48 


SNOBS  (KNOW  ANY?  ) 

Some  time  take  a  day  off  and  walk 
through  the  corridors  of  Johnson 
High  School  and  you’ll  be  amazed  at 
how  many  nicknames  different  people 
acquire — not  all  of  them  being  flat¬ 
tering.  To  define  a  snob  is  a  difficult 
task,  but  in  general  it  means  a  person 
who  thinks  himself  just  a  little  bit 
lower  than  God,  and  who  lets  you 
know  by  treating  you  as  though  you 
had  not  brains  enough  to  calculate  or 
understand  anything  that  wonder-boy 
or  girl  does.  •  r 

Let’s  stand  here  a  minute  and  watch 
this  snob  go  to  work.  She’s  a  senior 
and  how  she  does  love  it,  being  able 
to  treat  everyone  as  an  inferior,  be¬ 
cause,  after  all,  isn’t  she  much  more 
educated  and  older  than  any  of  the 
students — especially  those  miserable 
freshmen?  But  it  seems  that  some  of 
her  own  classmates  don’t  wish  to  walk 
with  her.  Why?  Could  it  be  because. 
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the  other  day  when  a  sophomore  had 
passed  and  greeted  them,  our  snob 
would  not  return  the  greeting  and 
embarrassed  the  girl  by  bellowing 
that  her  companion  had  no  pride  at 
all  by  speaking  to  that  sophomore. 

Also  belonging  to  this  class  of  pro¬ 
fessional  snobs  is  the  person  who  pre¬ 
tends  not  to  see  you.  Remember  how 
Mary  waved  her  hand  foolishly  up 
and  down  till  everyone  thought  it 
would  drop  off  from  over-fatigue, 
only  to  find  that  the  person  she  was 
trying  so  hard  to  contact  gave  her  a 
blank  look  and  turned  away,  without 
so  much  as  nodding  her  head  or  lift¬ 
ing  a  tiny  finger  to  wave?  What  did 
that  snob  gain  from  that?  Plenty. 
The  criticism  of  Mary’s  many  friends. 

But  don’t  let  it  startle  you  when 
suddenly  a  well-known  snob  discovers 
you  have  something  she  wishes — a  bit 
of  information,  an  object  of  some 
sort,  and  she  comes  running  to  you 
all  sweetness  and  honey — while  you 
wonder  what  has  happened  to  make 
her  act  so  down-to-earth,  so  human. 
It  happens  so,  often. 

Snobs  are  the  most  irritating,  dis¬ 
turbing,  mystifying  people,  but  their 
main  fault  is — there  are  too  many  of 
them ! 

Marjorie  Lee,  ’48 


CLUBS 

The  Student  Council  has  formed  a 
various  number  of  clubs  for  the  stu¬ 
dents.  These  clubs  will  continue  as 
long  as  the  students  cooperate  with 
the  faculty.  Each  student  who  joins 
these  clubs  should  try  to  make  an  ef¬ 
fort  to  conduct  them  successfully. 
Other  schools  have  had  school  clubs 
in  past  years  and  they  have  proven 
Successful.  Students  complain  that 
there  are  not  enough  school  activities. 
We  have  the  chance  now,  so  let’s  try 
to  do  a  good  job. 

Natalie  Giglio,  ’47 


SISSY 

The  term  sissy  is  used  by  young 
people  from  the  beginning  of  their 
contact  with  others  of  their  own  ago 
and  is  in  their  vocabulary  for  th< 
rest  of  their  lives.  They  will  probably 
give  this  name  to  any  number  of  un¬ 
fortunate  individuals,  and  it  will  not 
be  the  right  word  to  use  at  all. 

A  boy  is  called  a  sissy  more  often 
than  a  girl.  A  sissy,  as  I  think  of 
him,  is  a  person  who  is  cowardly  and 
is  afraid  to  defend  himself  among  his 
companions.  If  a  new  boy  has  come 
to  a  school,  the  other  boys  try  him 
out  by  tripping  him  on  the  sly  or  by 
hiding  his  cap,  and  many  other  ways. 
Things  might  come  to  a  climax  if  a 
bolder  boy  of  the  group  started  a 
fight  with  the  new  boy.  Of  course  the 
former  was  wrong  to  start  it,  but  if 
the  new  boy  refused  to  fight  and  ran 
away,  he  would  be  a  sissy  in  my 
estimation. 

On  the  other  hand,  a  boy  is  often 
called  a  sissy  because  he  is  just  using 
good  manners  and  being  polite.  He 
might  hold  the  door  open  for  a 
teacher,  or  he  might  wait  to  let  some 
girls  enter  a  class  room  first,  or  he 
might  even  help  an  old  person  to  cross 
a  street.  The  boy  is  not  a  sissy,  but 
many  people,  probably  ones  who  are 
jealous  of  his  popularity,  would  call 
him  one. 

Thus  many  people  unjustly  call  a 
person  a  name  that  would  hurt  his 
character  only  because  they  don’t 
stop  and  analyze  their  choice  of 
words. 

Mary  Claire  Hickey,  ’48 

APPRECIATION 

The  Journal  wishes  to  thank  Joan 
Legare,  Marie  Broderick,  Audrey  Fer- 
rin,  Richard  Dearden,  and  James 
Greene  for  their  generous  and  helpful 
assistance  during  the  Journal  dance 
and  the  following  morning. 

Stephen,  Doherty,  ’47 
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THE  MAN  WHO  DIED  TWICE 

The  two  detectives  listening  in¬ 
tently  for  the  words  of  the  man  on 
the  hospital  bed  heard  him  weakly 
say,  “I  am  glad  that  you  gentlemen 
have  come.  Now  I  can  make  a  clean 
breast  of  something  that  has  bothered 
me  for  ten  years.  Here  is  my  story. 
Who  knows  what  thoughts  were 
racing  through  my  brain  as  I  stood 
looking  over  the  swirling,  rushing 
waters  of  Pensacola  Bay?  I’m  sure 
that  ten  minutes  later  not  even  I 
knew.  All  that  I  remember  is  that  I 
felt  somehow,  some  way,  I  must  es¬ 
cape.  If  I  didn’t,  only  ruin  and  prison 
were  my  outlook,  for  the  government 
was  sending  some  agents  down  to  in¬ 
vestigate  me.  They  must  have  been 
pretty  sure  I  was  embezzling  money, 
but  probably  wanted  evidence. 

“The  way  that  I  found  out  about 
this  was  when  I  overheard  a  telephone 
conversation  between  one  of  the 
agents  and  my  partner. 

“I  still  cannot  remember  how  or 
when  I  conceived  the  idea  of  dis¬ 
appearing.  You  laugh?  Ah!  You  were 
never  in  the  position  I  found  myself 
in  that  night.  Although  I  had  never 
before  planned  to  disappear,  every¬ 
thing  I  did  seemed  as  if  it  had  all 
been  planned  beforehand. 

“Swiftly  I  changed  my  new  grey 
suit  for  an  old  shirt  and  a  pair  of 
overalls  which  I  had  in  the  back  of 
the  car.  The  suit  I  threw  into  the  bay, 
wrapped  and  tied,  with  a  heavy  rock 
as  a  weight.  It  was  then  that  the 
diamond  in  my  ring  flashed  and 
caught  my  eye.  This  and  my  lodge 
ring  would  be  means  of  identifying 


me,  so  they  soon  followed  the  clothes 
down  into  the  black  watery  depths. 
Now  I  was  free  of  any  means  of  iden¬ 
tification,  so  I  backtracked  to  the 
highway  where  the  car  stood  and  took 
all  the  money  I  found  in  it,  amount¬ 
ing  to  three  hundred  dollars,  and 
then  hitchhiked  into  the  nearest  town. 

“Ths!  next  day  I  read  in  the  papers 
that  the  car  had  been  found  and  the 
police  were  dragging  the  bay  for  my 
body.  The  articles  in  the  paper  about 
my  disappearance  continued  for 
about  a  week,  getting  smaller  each 
day  until  finally  there  were  no  more, 
and  I  knew  that  I  was  surely  thought 
dead. 

“For  three  years  I  roamed  around 
the  U.  S.,  Canada,  and  finally  South 
America.  It  was  there  that  I  happened 
on  a  month-old  copy  of  the  Pensacola 
Gazette  and  read  the  article  about  the 
fisherman  who  had  caught  a  shark 
and,  upon  cutting  it  open,  had  found 
a  man’s  clothes  and  two  rings,  that 
had  been  identified  as  mine.  Upon 
reading  this,  a  queer  tingling  feeling 
ran  through  me.  Imagine  being  alive 
many  miles  from  home  and  reading 
about  your  supposed  horrible  death 
at  the  teeth  of  a  shark. 

“This  feeling  soon  passed,  and  it 
was  then  I  decided  to  return  to  the 
U.  S.  Two  weeks  later  I  stepped  off 
the  tramp  steamer  that  I  had  worked 
my  way  back  to  the  States  on,  walked 
down  the  wharves  and  onto  Florida 
soil. 

“That  was  seven  years  ago.  From 
then  until  last  week,  when  I  was  taken 
into  [his  hospital,  where  it  was  found 
that  I  have  an  incurable  disease  and 
have  not  long  to  live,  I  roamed  all 
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over  Florida,  but  not  out  of  it.  For 
work  I  did  all  sorts  of  odd  jobs. 
Well,  gentlemen,  you  asked  how  I 
could  be  a  man  that  was  supposed  to 
have  died  ten  years  ago.  I  hope  you 
are  satisfied.  Now,  if  you  please,  I 
would  like  to  spend  these  last  minutes 
alone  with  my  wife.” 

Vincent  Lambert,  ’47 


LOVING  FORGIVENESS 

Jane’s  twelve  year  old  brothei 
stood  crosslegged  in  the  doorway  oi 
her  room  and  started  to  ask,  “Jane, 
will  ya  let  me  —  ?” 

Jane  interrupted  before  he  coulc 
finish  his  sentence,  “No,  you  can’t!’ 

“Can’t  do  what?”  he  inquired  ii; 
an  innocent  tone. 

“You  know  what!”  she  exclaimed 
“Like  taking  my  best  perfume  anc 
mixing  it  with  some  powder  of  youi 
chemistry  set  to  see  what  kind  of  a 
noise  it  would  make.  That’s  all,”  she 
whined. 

“Gee,  a  fella’s  got  to  do  something 
like  that  if  he  wants  to  be  a  scientist 
and  invent  something  like  the  atomic 
bomb,”  he  stammered. 

“Well,  I’m  just  telling  you  now, 
Jeffrey  Peters,  scientist  or  no  scien¬ 
tist,  you  experiment  with  your  own 
stuff,”  she  warned. 

When  Jane  went  out  that  night, 
Jeffery  crept  up  the  stairs  on  tip-toe, 
went  into  her  room  and  took  her 
most  cherished  lipstick.  He  went  to 
work  by  taking  the  lipstick  out  of  the 
tube  and  stirring  it  with  a  liquid 
from  his  set.  “Boy!  When  I  do  things 
like  this,  I  can  just  see  myself  being 
the  greatest  scientist  living.” 

Then  next  morning  Jane  yelled, 
“Mom,  do  you  know  where  my 
Rubenstein  lipstick  is?” 

“Isn’t  it  in  your  dresser  drawer?” 
she  replied. 

“No,”  mumbled  Jane. 

But  in  the  kitchen  a  confession  was 
being  made.  “I  feel  terrible  cause  I 

<P 


took  it,  Mom,”  Jeffery  murmured. 
“What  will  she  say?” 

“You  go  right  upstairs  and  apolo¬ 
gize,  young  man,”  demanded  Mother 
in  her  stern  voice. 

He  walked  up  the  stairs  slowly  and 
interrupted  her  singing,  “Well,  you 
see,  it’s  this  way,”  he  explained.  “I 
want  to  be  a  scientist  and  to  be  a 
scientist  you  have  to  experiment  with 
lots  of  beautiful  things  like  yours,” 
he  flattered,  “and,  besides,  Christ¬ 
mas  will  be  here  soon,”  he  said 
angelically. 

“I  guess  Christmas  is  the  time 
when  brotherly  and  sisterly  love  is 
applied,”  she  said  as  she  threw  him  a 
kiss. 

Dorothy  C.  Alvino,  ’50 
OUR  BURGLAR 

“Crash!”  sounded  the  big  pan  on 
the  stove,  with  a  hollow  sounding 
echo  which  rang  through  the  little 
country  shanty,  awakening  Grandpa 
and  leaving  him  in  a  frightened 
trance,  for  what  seemed  a  year.  He 
looked  nervously  about  and  then 
leaned  over  the  second  occupant  in 
the  bed  and  whispered  shakingly, 
“Maw,  do  you  think  the  draft  in  the 
window  is  bad  enough  to  knock  the 
pan  off  the  stove?” 

“Crash!”  resounded  the  same 
ghostly  sound  as  it  vibrated  throagn 
the  house.  This  second  sound  awoke 
the  third  sleeper  in  the  house,  who 
happened  to  be  myself.  I  didn’t  make 
any  motion  or  sound  to  show  that  I 
was  awake,  because  I  figured  th*t  if 
I  kept  quiet,  the  burglar  wouldn’t 
harm  me.  But  with  this  second  noise, 
Maw  suggested  that  Grandpa  go 
down-stairs  and  investigate  the  mys¬ 
terious  noise.  On  his  way  down  the 
stairs  he  grabbed  his  sixteen-gauge 
shot-gun  and  clutched  it  tightly  under 
his  arm.  He  drew  nearer  and  nearer 
to  the  light  switch  and  finally  snapped 
it  on  quickly.  Mousy,  the  huge  gray 
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cat,  jumped  from  the  pan  in  which 
he  had  just  made  his  bed,  and  ran 
fleetly  through  the  hole  in  the  screen 
door  and  out  into  the  inky  blackness 
of  the  night. 

David  H.  Twomey,  ’50 


NIGHT  NOISES 

The  wind  sang  softly  through  the 
trees. 

It  whistled  up  the  hill. 

It  sighed  and  groaned  around  the 
house, 

Then  suddenly  was  still. 

The  cold,  black  night  lay  silently 
As  I  clung  to  my  bed. 

My  hand  felt  cold  and  clammy 
Like  those  which  had  been  dead. 

And  once  I  heard  a  hoot-owl  scream. 
I  now  felt  not  a  fright. 

I  knew  these  were  the  noises 
Of  a  long,  cold,  winter  night. 

David  Balzuis,  ’50 
- » - 

BALLAD 

Someday  I’d  like  to  take  a  trip 
Around  this  weary  world 
On  a  very  large  unpainted  ship 
With  one  bright  flag  unfurled. 

And  on  this  trip  I’d  only  think 
Of  life  and  joy  and  beauty, 

And  then  when  I  had  reached  firm 
land 

I’d  again  think  of  my  duty. 

I  know  some  day  I’ll  take  this  trip 
With  the  one  bright  flag  unfurled, 
Because  I  know  no  greater  feat 
Than  a  trip  around  the  world. 

Justine  Cyr,  ’50 


LIMERICK 

There  was  a  young  man  in  jail 
Who  wanted  to  studv  at  Yale. 

He  sat  on  a  spoon 
And  rode  to  the  moon, 

And  they  picked  him  up  in  a  pail. 

Joan  Leighton,  ’49 


CAROL 

This  is  the  season  of  the  year 
When  hearts  are  full  of  joy; 

For  long  ago  in  Bethlehem 
Was  born  a  little  Boy. 

The  Angels  rose  in  glad  rejoice 
And  praises  they  did  sing, 

For  a  manger  in  a  stable  low 
Cradled  the  Lord  and  King. 

• 

His  birth  was  heralded  by  a  star 
Which  over  the  stable  did  shine, 

And  when  seen  by  the  shepherds  in 
the  field, 

They  took  it  as  a  sign. 

They  left  their  sheep  and  travelled 
long 

In  quest  of  the  new-born  King; 

And  when  they  found  him  they  knelt 
down 

With  the  presents  they  did  bring. 

Edith  Massey,  ’50 


THE  SNAIL 

The  snail  goes  very  carefully 
Along  the  garden  walk; 

He  doesn’t  sing  or  jump  about; 

He  cannot  even  talk. 

His  progress  is  very  good,  you  know, 
Though  very,  very  slow, 

And  you  must  watch  him  all  day  long 
To  find  out  where  he’ll  go. 

No  crisis  ever  flurries  him 
As  on  his  way  he  creeps, 

And  when  decisions  must  be  made 
He  looks  before  he  leaps. 

William  Smith,  ’49 


A  HAZARDOUS  RIDE 

One  day  as  I  came  galloping  home 
Upon  my  favorite  horse, 

An  obstacle  there  met  my  eye: 

The  highway  we  had  to  cross. 

The  cars  were  coming  to  and  fro 
Up  and  down  each  lane. 
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My  mare  was  dancing  on  hind  legs 
As  though  she  were  in  pain. 

All  of  a  sudden  there  came  a  break 
In  the  cars  that  were  going  by. 

I  thought  to  myself,  “Here  is  my 
chance ; 

I’ll  get  across  or  die.” 

At  last  I  reached  the  other  side, 

And,  oh.  how  relieved  was  I, 

For  just  as  we  had  gotten  across 
More  cars  came  streaming  by.  . 

I  galloped  swiftly  into  the  yard 
And  quickly  unsaddled  my  horse. 
Another  ride  was  over  once  more 
And  the  highway  we  had  crossed. 

Margaret  Hickey,  ’50 


SUNSET  TIME 

The  sea-gulls  soared  across  the  sky. 
Then  skimmed  along  the  land; 

They  dipped  and  soared  while 
breakers  roared. 

This  scene  to  see  was  grand. 

The  scarlet  sun  now  sank  from  view, 
The  white  sea-birds  were  gone: 

And  they  would  not  return  again 
Until  the  golden  dawn. 

And  so  I  turned  my  back  upon 
That  cold,  bleak,  icy  sea; 

And  I  could  hear  it  whispering, 
“Farewell,  farewell,”  to  me. 

Ruth  Sanford,  ’50 


MISS  YOU 

There’s  a  vine  covered  cottage 
By  a  rippling  stream, 

Where  one  can  sit, 

And  one  can  dream. 

The  birds  and  the  flowers 
Are  heaven  to  see. 

Yet  there’s  one  thing  lacking: 
You’re  not  with  me. 

Ruth  Ficicen worth,  ’47 


SNOWBOUND 

The  clouds  in  dreary  forms  arose 
Against  a  dreary  sky. 

The  wind  came  up,  the  sun  went 
down, 

A  winter  storm  was  nigh. 

The  snowflakes  flew  in  starry  forms 
Across  a  blackened  sky; 

The  sun  was  gone  and  a  frightened 
look 

Was  in  our  father’s  eye. 

It  snowed  and  snowed  for  days  on 
end. 

The  days  were  cold  and  dense. 

The  fuel  was  low,  the  food  was 
scarce ; 

These  things  we  all  could  sense. 

The  snow,  it  covered  everything, 
From  our  bridge  to  the  captain’s 
dory. 

The  barn  which  had  seemed  tall  to  us 

Was  now  just  the  second  story. 

* 

And  still  the  wretched  snow,  it  came.. 
The  fields  were  a  wondrous  sight, 
With  only  a  misty  sky  above 
To  break  the  monotonous  white. 

Then  it  dawned,  that  blessed  day; 
The  skv  above  was  blue! 

j 

The  sun  above  shone  on  the  snow; 
The  snow  no  longer  flew! 

Marilyn  Chase,  ’50 


MY  DOG 

He’s  just  a  little  puppy  dog 
With  funny  sprawling  feet; 

And,  oh,  his  tail  does  wag  so  hard 
When  I  come  down  the  street. 

He’s  just  a  naughty  little  dog, 

But,  oh,  I  love  him  well; 

And  not  one  waggle  of  his  tail 
Could  I  he  hired  to  sell. 

Doris  Pineaij,  ’49 
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GIRLS’  SPORTS 

Hi,  all  you  guys  and  gals!  Well, 
it’s  time  once  again  to  give  you  all 
the  latest  scoops  on  sports  here  at 

J.  H.  S. 

Football  Banquet 

Rah !  Rah !  Rah ! 

With  games  won,  and  cheering 
ended,  we  concluded  our  1946  foot¬ 
ball  season  with  a  splendid  banquet 
given  in  our  honor  by  the  North  An¬ 
dover  Eclectic  Club. 

This  banquet  has  become  a  favor¬ 
ite  tradition  here  at  J.  H.  S.  But  this 
year  something  new  was  added.  For 
the  first  time  in  the  history  of  John¬ 
son,  the  cheerleaders  were  invited  to 
attend  this  festivity.  It  was  a  great 
honor  for  us,  and  all  of  us  had  a 
wonderful  and  unforgettable  time. 
Come  One,  Come  All! 

Pass  it!  Shoot  it!  Dribble  it  along 
the  floor!  Come  on,  Johnson,  raise 
that  score! 

Yes,  basketball  is  in  full  swing  now 
and  we  hope  to  see  every  single  stu¬ 
dent  at  every  game.  You  know,  kids 
“school  spirit”  is  a  grand  phrase,  and 
it  stands  for  so  many  high  ideals.  By 
coming  to  the  games  and  cheering 
your  team  on  to  victory,  you  are  just 
as  important  in  the  winning  of  that 
game  as  the  team  is.  To  really  play 
a  game  well  and  win  it,  you  have  to 
know  what  you’re  fighting  for.  And 
if  you  can  look  around  the  gym  and 
see  all  the  happy  and  anxious  faces 
of  your  classmates,  you  know  then 
that  you’re  fighting  for  them  and 
your  school.  Soo-ooo-oo,  Look  Out, 
Victory!  Here  we  come! 

Co-Captains  Elected 

At  a  meeting  of  the  girls’ 


basketball  squad,  under  the  expert 
coaching  of  Miss  Fitzgerald,  co-cap¬ 
tains  were  elected.  They  need  no  in¬ 
troduction  to  you,  as  all  of  you  must 
know  them  for  the  swell,  all-round 
kids  they  are.  Yep!  You’ve  guessed 
it.  None  other  than  Joyce  Gilman  and 
Denise  Blanchette.  Congrats  to  you, 
from  all  of  us. 

Boosters'  Club 

The  main  topic  of  conversation  at 
Johnson  these  days  is  the  new  clubs 
that  are  being  formed. 

I  overheard  a  few  pals  asking 
questions  about  the  Boosters’  Club. 
Well,  kids,  this  is  a  club  which  is 
concerned  Avith  all  our  sport  activi¬ 
ties  that  go  on  at  J.  H.  S.  They  dis¬ 
cuss  and  solve  any  problems  concern¬ 
ing  sports:  such  as  the  equipment 
that  might  be  needed  in  the  gym, 
the  seating  facilities  for  basketball 
games,  new  uniforms  for  the  athletes, 
etc.  In  short,  this  club  tries  to  raise 
money  from  the  people  to  help  the 
athletic  association. 

Johnson  vs.  Howe 

The  Johnson  girls’  basketball  team 
travelled  to  HoAve,  Billerica,  January 
22,  and  played  a  good,  hard  game, 
only  to  be  edged  out  by  a  few  points. 

In  the  first  quarter,  our  team  led, 
6-2,  and  at  the  half,  9-6.  Displaying 
unified  teamwork  and  fine  sportsman¬ 
ship,  our  girls  played  hard  to  tie  it 
up,  11-11,  at  the  end  of  the  third 
quarter.  However,  the  Howe  girls 
strengthened  in  the  last  few  minutes 
of  the  game,  and  they  dropped  in  a 
few  long  shots,  making  the  final  score 
20  to  13. 

Team  1  —  Joyce  Gilman,  Denise 
Blanchette,  Janet  Smith,  Marie  Tor- 
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pey,  Joyce  Robinson,  Jessie  Gucciardi 
and  Joan  Connors. 

Team  2  —  Joan  Reilly,  Joan  Dia- 
mont,  Lucy  Gucciardi,  Kay  O’Keefe, 
Justine  Fitzgerald,  Elaine  Champion. 

Congratulations  to  the  new  basket¬ 
ball  cheerleaders,  namely:  Joan 
Jacobs  and  Edith  Massey.  We’re 
proud  of  you  two  kids,  for  you’ve 
been  at  every  game.  We  would  like 
very  much  to  see  the  other  cheer¬ 
leaders  at  the  games  also.  So  how 
about  it,  kids? 

Victory  Over  Dracut 

As  an  enthusiastic  crowd  cheered 
them  on,  the  Johnson  girls  won  their 
first  league  game,  against  Dracut 
High  School,  26-15. 

Jessie  Gucciardi  did  brilliant  work 
in  handling  the  ball  and  tallied  twelve 
points.  Joan  Connors  played  likewise 
and  dribbled  down  the  floor,  collect¬ 
ing  four  points,  while  Joyce  Robin¬ 
son  netted  ten. 

Victory  Again  —  Over  P unchard! 

When  the  girls’  basketball  team 
won  their  first  game,  they  were  nat¬ 
urally  very  excited,  but  even  more  so 
this  time,  as  it  was  against  our  rival, 
Punchard  High  School. 

Each  girl  made  a  good  showing  of 
herself,  and  teamwork  was  prominent. 
Marie  Torpey  collected  eleven  points, 
Jessie  Gucciardi  eight,  Kay  O’Keefe 
four,  and  Joyce  Robinson  thirteen. 
Although  the  guards  do  not  receive 
points,  they  are  definitely  an  asset  to 
our  team  and  the  real  backbone. 

Well,  that’s  all  the  sports  gossip 
this  time.  See  ya  at  the  games,  kids! 

Joyce  Robinson  & 
Marie  Torpey,  ’47 


BOYS’  BASKETBALL 

The  spring  issue  of  the  Journal  will 
have  a  complete  summary  of  the  en¬ 
tire  season  for  boys’  basketball. 

Meanwhile,  we  re  all  rooting  for 
the  team. 


JOHNSON’S  LOSS  — 
SUFFIELD’S  GAIN 

There  were  certainly  a  lot  of  sad, 
gloomy  faces  last  month  when  Ricky 
Carvell  passed  in  his  books.  He  needs 
no  introduction  to  you,  gang,  because 
he  is  well  remembered  for  his  spec¬ 
tacular  work  on  the  gridiron.  I  can’t 
recall  the  many  times  that  Rick 
saved  the  day  by  darting  like  a  flash 
of  lightning  down  the  field  for  a 
touchdown. 

The  Senior  Class  ran  a  surprise 
party  for  him  the  night  before  he 
left.  Surprise  is  right!  Red  Lovej  oy 
and  Hal  Allison  brought  him  here  to 
see  Mr.  Hayes  about  his  marks.  Can 
you  imagine  coming  to  see  the  prin¬ 
cipal  at  night?  Like  a  hungry  fish  he 
took  to  the  bait,  and  was  he  sur¬ 
prised  when  all  the  kids  greeted  him 
in  the  hall!  Rick  stood  in  the  same 
spot  with  his  mouth  open  in  amaze¬ 
ment  until  one  of  the  gang  reminded 
him  of  it.  Some  of  the  girls  brought 
tasty  sandwiches,  and  Bob  Jordan 
supplied  music  (free  of  charge;  now, 
that’s  what  I  call  a  friend)  for 
dancing.  Herb  Wild  presented  Rick 
with  a  purse  of  money  and  then  he 
gave  one  of  those  long-winded 
speeches — that’s  a  joke,  son!  Stage 
fright,  Rick?  Enough  about  this  fare¬ 
well  scene  — 

All  of  us  here  at  J.  H.  S.  miss 
you,  Rick,  and  we  hope  that  you 
won’t  forget  us  —  but  our  loss  is 
Suffield’s  gain.  Good  luck  from  all 
the  gang. 

Joyce  Gilman,  ’47 

D.,A.  R.  AWARD 

Congratulations  are  in  order  for 
Barb  Campbell  for  winning  the 
Daughters  of  the  American  Revolu¬ 
tion  Award.  I  can’t  think  of  anyone 
who  could  have  received  it  and  de¬ 
served  is  as  much  as  you.  We,  the 
Senior  Class,  are  really  proud  to  have 
you  as  a  member.  Good  Luck! 

Joyce  Gilman,  ’47 
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MID-YEAR  HONOR  ROLL 

Six  Honors — James  Greenler,  Lou¬ 
ise  Consoli,  Justine  Fitzgerald,  Flor¬ 
ence  O’Keefe,  June  Schmottlach. 

Five  Honors— Mary  Finn,  Jacque¬ 
line  Meserve,  Margaret  Hickey. 

Four  Honors — Robert  Blanchette, 
Rosalie  Camasso,  Eleanor  George, 
Nancy  Ballantyne,  Leon  Wood,  Mary 
Clare  Hickey,  Arthur  Forgetta,  Cor¬ 
nelius  Heijn,  Rosemary  Macklin,  An¬ 
thony  Forgetta,  Joan  Reilly. 

Three  Honors  —  Joyce  Gilman, 
Muriel  Schofield,  Lucy  Gucciardi, 
Ruth  Turner,  Jane  Leighton,  Janet 
Knightly,  Mary  Ranfone. 

Two  Honors — Barbara  Campbell, 
Rita  Farrell,  Joyce  Robinson,  Janet 
Smith,  Marie  Torpey,  Marie  Consoli, 
Robert  Gordon,  Francis  Connors,  Ber¬ 
nadette  Vose,  Rose  Torrisi,  Viola 
Nicosia,  Jean  Mahoney,  Barbara  Gil¬ 
lespie,  Gustave  Weigel,  Arthur  Awley, 
Daniel  Driscoll,  Ruth  Davis,  Joan 
Diamont,  John  Kasheta,  Edith  Mas¬ 
sey,  Dorothy  Alvino,  Rae  Long,  Ruth 
Thomson. 

Gne  Honor — William  Carter,  Agnes 
Doherty,  Mary  Frechette,  Alice  Tar- 
diff,  Nancy  Connell,  Mary  Chamber¬ 
lin,  Elaine  Champion,  Dorothy  Black, 
Frances  Ippolito,  Jacqueline  Lund- 
gren,  Margaret  Twomey,  Richard 
Fleming,  James  Greene,  Martha 
Kane,  Charlotte  Killam,  Marie  Brod¬ 
erick,  Gilbert  Lundquist,  Robert  De- 
Adder,  Dorothy  Dushame,  Constance 
Chadwick,  Judith  Chadwick,  Char¬ 
lotte  Hutton,  Harry  Thomas,  Joan 
Richards,  Jean  Arlit,  Eva  Lundquist, 
Raymond  Lewis,  Andrew  Alvino, 
Peter  White,  John  Kooistra. 


GIFT  OF  CHEMISTRY  BOOKS 

Arthur  Phillips,  ’34,  now  of  New 
York,  recently  gave  to  the  school, 
eight  books.  Three  of  these,  “Text¬ 
book  on  Heat,”  Smith’s  “College 
Chemistry,”  “Chemistry  of  Organic 
Compounds,”  are  in  the  high  school 
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library.  “Introduction  to  Physical 
Optics,”  “Text  book  on  Fire  Assay¬ 
ing,”  “Physical  Chemistry  for  Col¬ 
leges,”  “Experiments,”  “Physical 
Chemistry,”  and  “Quantitative  Analy¬ 
sis”  were  passed  to  Stevens  Memorial 
Library,  where  they  might  have  more 
use.  We  thank  Mr.  Phillips  for  this 
addition  to  our  library. 

NEW  PUPIL 

Johnson  High  has  welcomed  a  new 
male  member  to  the  Junior  Class. 
Hailing  from  North  Bridge  High 
School,  Jack  Kooistra  comes  to  John¬ 
son  with  opinions  and  impressions 
which  he  willingly  gives. 

But  first,  a  word  about  “le  mon¬ 
sieur.”  Jack  is  a  tall,  well-built,  good- 
looking  individual,  with  brown  hair 
and  eyes.  He’s  an  outdoor  man, 
going  particularly  for  his  favorite 
sports,  hockey  and  football.  He  likes 
dancing.  Of  the  three  choices,  he  pre¬ 
fers  brunettes.  His  intellect  centers  on 
sciences,  so  all  you  Madame  Curies, 
bring  yourself  out  in  the  light. 

And  now,  opinions. 

Opinion  of  Johnson  High  girls, 
“Not  bad.”  (Higher  than  that  of  girls 
at  North  Bridge.) 

Opinion  of  Johnson  dances,  “Very 
well  carried  out,  but  not  enough 
polkas.” 

Opinion  of  bobby  sox  and  boxy 
sweaters,  “Do  not  disapprove  if  ar¬ 
ticles  are  neat  and  clean,  but  would 
rather  see  stockings  on  a  girl.” 

Opinion  of  school,  “Very  good.” 
(Considering  that  North  Bridge  is 
the  same  size  as  Johnson.) 

Opinion  of  the  faculty,  “All  very 
cooperative  and  .considerate ;  likes 
the  women  teachers.”  (All  the  teach¬ 
ers  at  North  Bridge  were  men.) 

Well,  girls,  that’s  all  the  informa¬ 
tion  which  can  be  revealed.  From 
now  on,  you’re  on  your  own! 

Louise  R.  Consoli,  ’48 
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NEW  STUDENT 

Recently  the  Freshman  Class  had 
an  addition  to  it,  Harry  Beckwith. 
He  came  to  us  from  Clinton  High 
School.  He  is  not  a  stranger  here  in 
Turkey  Town,  because  he  lived  here 
before  he  moved  to  Clinton.  He  said 
to  me,  “Gee,  it’s  good  to  be  back!” 
He  is  a  rugged  boy  and  loves  all 
types  of  sports  except  baseball.  He  is 
interested  in  .dancing,  and,  as  this  is 
not  a  common  trait  among  the 
younger  boys,  get  hep,  girls,  and 
make  sure  he  has  a  good  time.  And 
so,  Harry,  good  ole’  J.  H.  S.  wel¬ 
comes  you. 

Joyce  Gilman,  ’47 


INTRODUCTIONS 

One  of  the  most  popular  sophomore 
girls  is  Marjorie  Schofield.  She  made 
the  basketball  team  in  her  freshman 
year  and  is  still  going  strong.  She 
spends  much  of  her  time  collecting 
classical  records.  Marj  is  also  out¬ 
standing  in  other  school  activities. 
She  is  vice-president  and  a  home 
room  representative  for  the  sopho¬ 
more  class.  Be  sure,  kids,  to  add  Marj 
to  your  must-know  list.  5 

Joan  Diamont,  ’49 

i  ,  t 

*>:- 

This  is  a  sketch  of  one  of  our  popu¬ 
lar  freshman  girls,  Dorothy  Alvino. 
She  is  the  secretary  and  treasurer  of 
the  freshman  class. 

Dot  came  to  North  Andover  when 
she  was  in  the  third  grade  and  at¬ 
tended  the  five  following  years  at  the 
Albert  Thompson  Grammar  School. 
She  went  all  through  the  fourth  grade 
without  once  missing  a  day.  In  the 
eighth  grade  she  was  a  member  of 
the  girls’  softball  team  and  helped 
win  many  victories  for  them.  When 
graduating  from  grammar  school,  she 
was  the  salutatorian  of  her  class, 
missing  the  top  honors  of  valedic¬ 
torian  by  one-half  point. 


As  we  all  know,  each  year  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  Daughters  of  the  Ameri¬ 
can  Revolution  award  their  medal  to 
an  outstanding  pupil  in  both  conduct 
and  scholarship.  The  vote  of  both 
the  teachers  and  children  showed  that 
it  was  Dorothy  who  would  receive  it. 

When  she  entered  Johnson  High, 
she  was  elected  to  the  office  of  Secre¬ 
tary-Treasurer.  She  is  also  one  of 
Johnson’s  honor  roll  supporters. 

Margaret  Hickey,  ’50 


STUDENT  COUNCIL  ADOPTS 
CLUB  PROGRAM 

The  latest  project  of  the  Student 
Council  is  a  club  program.  It  has 
been  decided  that  two  periods  every 
Monday  will  be  devoted  to  clubs.  All 
pupils  had  their  first,  second,  and 
third  choice  of  the  club  in  which  they 
wanted  to  be  a  member,  and  Mr. 
Hayes  and  Mr.  Donovan  have  tried 
to  satisfy  everyone. 

This  program  is  similar  to  ones  held 
before  in  the  school,  but  they  have 
not  been  in  operation  for  at  least  six 
years. 

The.  following  is  the  list  of  clubs 
and  teachers  directing  them: 

Etiquette  Club,  Miss  V.  Chapman; 
Hobby  Club,  Miss  C.  Chapman;  Sub 
Deb  Clubs,  Miss  Fitzgerald,  Miss 
Buckley,  Miss  Torpey,  Miss  Sheridan; 
Chefs’  Club,  Miss  Neal;  Dramatic 
Club,  Miss  Donlan;  Model  Builders’ 
Club,  Mr.  Vincent;  Art  Club,  Miss 
Butler;  Boosters’  Club,  Mr.  Lee;  De¬ 
bating  Club,  Miss  Callanan;  Inter¬ 
national  Relations,  Miss  Cook. 

Rita  Farrell,  ’47 
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MISS  DUBRULE  ENJOYED 

Last  month  we  welcomed  the  latest 
addition  to  our  faculty,  Miss  Noelia 

Dubrule.  We  were  very  fortunate,  in¬ 
deed,  in  having  such  a  well-schooled 
French  teacher,  who  was  formerly 
head  of  the  French  Department  at 
Lawrence  High. 

From  a  recent  interview  with  Miss 
Dubrule,  we  pupils  will  be  happy  to 
hear  that  we  have  been  considered 
very  cooperative  and  eager  to  learn. 
She  believes,  that  the  majority  of 
pupils  at  Johnson  have  ambition  and 
capability  to  study  and  learn.  How¬ 
ever,  the  one  defect  which  she  neatly 
hangs  on  us  is  our  atrocious  vocabu¬ 
lary  and  outrageous  spelling.  I  cer¬ 
tainly  feel  she’s  justified,  because  I’ve 
heard  that  report  frequently  lately, 
and  from  three  different  teachers. 

Now,  rally  your  drooping  ego;  let’s 
not  have  one  imperfection  mar  Miss 
Dubrule’s  good  opinion  of  us.  We’ll 
give  a  hearty  welcome  to  a  new 
P’rench  teacher  and  try  to  efface  one 
big  defect  which  is  so  predominant 
even  our  newcomers  notice  it. 

Louise  R.  Consoli,  ’48 

JOURNAL  DANCE 

The  annual  yearbook  benefit  dance 
was  held  Friday,  January  17,  in  Ste¬ 
vens  hall.  This  dance  was  semi-pub¬ 
lic.  Co-chairmen  of  the  committee 
were  Stephen  Doherty  and  Robert 
Blanchette. 

Other  committees  were:  Tickets, 
Joyce  Gilman,  Joyce  Robinson,  and 
Waller  Kohl;  decorations,  Barbara 
Gallant,  Rita  Farrell,  Janet  Smith, 
Marie  Galvagna,  Ruth  Turner,  Nancy 
Ballantyne,  Marie  Torpey,  Joyce  Gil¬ 
man,  Joyce  Robinson,  Walter  Kohl, 
and  Stephen  Doherty. 


FRESHMAN-SENIOR  DANCE 

The  Freshman -Senior  Dance  this 
year  was  a  horrible  flop.  Here  and 
there  (mostly  there)  the  floor  was 
sprinkled  with  a  few  faithful  couples. 
The  kids  who  did  attend  had  a  barrel 
of  fun.  If  my  memory  serves  me  right, 
some  of  the  seniors  were  exercising 
their  gams  with  a  few  new  dance 
steps!  (But,  oh!  the  morning  after! 
Right,  Bob  and  Jan?)  Of  course, 
jolly  George  Stewart  was  displaying 
his  talents  jitterbugging.  H’m’m, 
what’s  this,  a  clue? 

The  freshmen  enjoyed  the  Vir¬ 
ginia  Reel.  Remember  that?  From 
now  on  I’m  going  to  call  it  “The 
Floor  Sweepers’  Hop.”  This  year’s 
dance  ought  to  teach  the  Senior  Class 
of  next  year  not  to  have  a  Freshman- 
Senior  Dance,  but  a  different  pro¬ 
gram.  Do  all  of  you  remember  Stunt 
Night  last  year?  Fun,  wasn’t  it?  I’m 
wondering  why  we  didn’t  have  one 
this  year. 

Joyce  Gilman,  ’47 


CHRISTMAS  PROGRAM 
The  following  Christmas  program 
was  conducted  at  Johnson  High 
School  on  Friday,  December  20, 
1946.  The  program  was  under  the  di¬ 
rection  of  Miss  Betty  James  of  the 
music  department.  Robert  Jordan 
acted  as  announcer.  Following  the 
program  all  pupils  enjoyed  refresh¬ 
ments  provided  by  the  teachers  of 
the  High  School  with  the  assistance 
of  the  cafeteria  staff  under  the  di¬ 
rection  of  Miss  Marie  Murphy. 

Orchestra  (March)  “All  American” 
Violin  Solo  “On  Wings  of  Song” 
Mary  C.  Hickey, 
accompanied  by  Margaret  Hickey 
Reading  “Xmas  Shopping  with  Billy” 
Marilyn  Caliri 
V ocal  Solos  “One  Song” 

“Zip-a-Dee-Doo-Dah” 
Marilyn  Chase 
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Reading 

“A  Simply  Wonderful  Christmas” 
Joan  Reilly 

Reading  “Cousin  Betsy’s  Bath” 

Mary  Finn 

Girls’  Glee  Club  “Cantique  Noel” 

“White  Christmas” 

Christmas  Carols 

Sung  by  student  body 

Orchestra  (March)  “On  Parade” 


Greetings  and  hallucinations,  fellas 
and'  gals.  This  month  the  papers  have 
been  pouring  in  from  all  around,  and 
all  of  them  are,  oh,  so  interesting. 
Blue  and  White ,  from  Methuen: 

You  have  some  of  the  cutest  jokes. 
That  tip  on  “Advice  to  the  Lovelorn” 
column  would  be  a  good  idea,  don’t 
you  think? 

.y.  -v. 

Mr.  Lee:  “Name  the  principal 
bones  of  the  head.” 

Jordan:  “The  bones  of  the  head 
consist  of  the  frontal,  two  sidals,  one 
topal,  and  a  backal.” 

Kill  ion: 

This  is  another  paper  just  brim¬ 
ming  over  with  news.  Your  Senior 
Formal  must  have  been  a  great  suc¬ 
cess,  and  the  hall  must  have  looked 
beautiful.  Congratulations! 

Brown  and  Gold ,  from  Haverhill: 

While  glancing  through  the  paper 
I  chanced  to  come  upon  this  poem 
that  I  thought  you  would  all  enjoy: 

Ode  to  Seniors 
Outa  my  way! 

Move  over,  there! 

I  warn  ya,  Sophomore, 

Get  off  a  that  chair! 


Members  of  Orchestra 
Mary  Hickey,  Ann  Hickey,  Helen 
Hogan,  Marjorie  Blodgett,  Barbara 
Deighan,  Joanne  Kmiec,  Patricia  Bar- 
tose,  Joseph  Cushing,  Harold  Allison* 
Janet  Knightly,  Donald  Alexander, 
Albert  Belanger,  Arnold  Sarcione, 
Jack  Kasheta,  Robert  Acciord,  Rich¬ 
ard  Mooradkanian,  George  Knightly, 
Donald  James,  Mary  Finn,  Shirley 
Wilcox,  Louise  Lamprey. 


Respect  your  elders  - — 
Kneel  down  and  bow; 

We  run  dis  joint  — 

’Cause  we’re  Seniors  now! 


Lasell  Leaves: 

It’s,  oh,  so  interesting, 

The  articles  are  fine; 

According  to  your  paper. 

You  have  quite  a  time. 

Hope  you  like  it  .  .  . 

AEgis,  from  Beverly: 

This  paper  holds  your  interest  all 
the  way  through.  Your  editorials 
were  very  good. 

Skool  Nooz\ 

It’s  truly  solid.  Stan  did  a  good 
job  on  “How  I  Would  Dress  If  I 
Were  a  Girl.” 

•I?  *)!•  ^ 

Mr.  Littlefield:  “Joan,  what  is  this 
60  on  your  report  card?” 

Joan:  “Do  you  suppose  it’s  the 
temperature  of  the  school  room?” 


Archon,  from  South  By  field: 

They  have  some  of  the  nicest  pic¬ 
tures,  and  of  course  the  rest  of  the 
magazine  is  fine,  too. 

Barbara  Gallant,  ’47 
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Greetings,  Gang: 

Open  the  door,  Richard,  and  let 
me  in  to  let  you  in  on  a  few  rib 
ticklers  that  I  picked  up.  Come  on, 
kids,  grin  and  share  it.  Here  goes: 

In  Milwaukee  a  “blind”  beggar  was 
arrested  when  a  policeman  noticed 
him  reading  a  newspaper.  “I  wasn’t 
reading,”  he  pleaded;  “I  was  just 
looking  at  the  pictures.” 

A  silly  young  fellow  named  Hyde 
In  a  funeral  procession  was  spied; 

When  asked,  “Who  is  dead?” 

He  giggled  and  said, 

“I  don’t  know;  I  just  came  for  the 
ride.” 

Druggist,  showing  medicine  to  a 
customer:  “It’s  been  a  wonder  drug 
for  over  a  week  now!” 

Woman,  shaking  hands  with  the 
preacher  after  the  service:  “Wonder¬ 
ful  sermon!  Everything  you  said  ap¬ 
plies  to  somebody  or  other  I  know.” 

Woman  in  traffic  court:  “I  was 
driving  down  Main  street  with  my 
husband  at  the  wheel.” 

Marie:  “What’s  the  hardest  thing 
about  learning  to  skate?” 

Joyce:  “The  ice,  when  you  come 
right  down  to  it,  I  guess.” 

Bob:  “Why  in  the  world  did  you 
take  a  hotel  room  that’s  so  far  under¬ 
ground  as  this?” 

Harold:  “My  room  isn’t  far  under¬ 
ground.” 

Boh:  “It  isn’t,  eh?  I  came  into  the 
lobby  and  kept  walking  downstairs 


until  I  was  stopped  by  John  L.  Lewis, 
who  put  a  lamp  on  my  head  and  said, 
‘It’s  okay  for  two  weeks’.” 

Little  Johnnie  was  almost  through 
his  nightly  prayer. 

“Bless  my  daddy,  bless  my  mom, 
bless  Aunt  Bessie,  and  please  make 
Philadelphia,  Pa.,  the  capital  of  the 
TJ.  S.  A.” 

“Why,  darling!”  exclaimed  his 
shocked  mother,  “Why  did  you  sav 
such  a  thing?” 

“Because,  ’  answered  Johnnie,  as  he 
settled  down  for  the  night,  “that’s 
what  I  put  on  my  examination  paper.” 

“I  tell  you  I  won’t  have  this  room,” 
protested  the  old  lady  to  the  bellboy. 
“I’m  not  going  to  pay  good  money 
for  a  closet'  with  a  folding  bed.  If 
you  think  that  just  because  I’m  from 
the  country  —  ” 

“Get  in,  lady,  get  in,”  the  boy  cut 
in  wearily.  “This  isn’t  your  room. 
This  is  the  elevator.” 

A  bricklayer  working  on  top  of  a 
tall  building  accidentally  dropped  a 
brick  squarely  on  the  head  of  his 
helper  below. 

“You  better  be  careful  up  there, 
Boss,”  said  the  helper.  “You  just 
made  me  bite  my  tongue!” 

A  sprightly  young  girl  entered  the 
crowded  bus,  and  the  young  man  rose 
promptly  from  his  seat.  The  girl 
smiled  as  she  held  him  back. 

“You  must  not  give  up  your  seat 
for  me  —  I  insist,”  she  said. 

“You  may  insist  all  you  like,  lady,” 
he  grimaced,  pushing  forward  again, 
“but  I’m  getting  off  here!” 
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A  man  who  was  passing  a  neigh¬ 
borhood  store  heard  such  a  terrific 
argument  going  on  inside  that  he 
went  in  to  investigate.  He  found  only 
the  proprietor. 

“Whom  are  you  arguing  with  in 
here?”  he  asked.  “You’re  all  alone.” 

“I  get  bored,”  the  proprietor  ex¬ 
plained,  “so  I  talk  to  myself.” 

“Well,”  the  man  reasoned,  “if 
you’re  talking  to  yourself,  why  do 
you  have  to  argue?” 

“Because,”  the  owner  retorted,  “I 
can’t  stand  a  liar!” 

Like  many  young  couples,  this  one 
made  the  mistake  of  bringing  Junior 
to  the  movies.  The  infant  saw  no  rea¬ 
son  why  he  should  be  quiet,  but  the 
manager  did. 

“If  you  can’t  keep  the  kid  quiet,” 
the  manager  whispered  harshly,  “I’ll 
have  to  ask  you  to  take  your  money 
back  and  leave.” 

Promptly  the  baby  went  to  sleep. 

The  movie  went  and  turned  out  to 
be  one  of  those  interminable,  boring 
productions.  The  husband  shifted  un¬ 
easily  in  his  seat,  and  finally  nudged 
his  wife. 

“For  goodness  sakes,”  he  moaned, 
“give  Junior  a  punch!” 

“What  are  you  unhappy  about?” 

“I  worked  so  hard  at  keeping  our 
maid  that  my  wife  quit!” 

•Mother:  “Well,  Sally,  what  did  you 
learn  at  Sunday  School  today?” 

Sally:  “All  about  a  cross-eyed  bear 
named  Gladly.” 

Mother:  “Why,  Sally,  are  you  sure 
that  was  what  your  lesson  was 
about?” 

Sally:  “Yes,  Mama.  We  learned  a 
song  about  it:  ‘Gladly  the  Cross  I’d 
Bear’.” 

Hi  diddle  diddle, 

The  cat  and  the  fiddle. 


The  cow  jumped  over  the  moon. 
Nice  going,  Bossy! 

“Will  your  wife  hit  the  ceiling 
when  you  come  in  this  late?” 

“Probably.  She’s  a  rotten  shot.” 

Housewife:  “Am  I  too  late  for  the 
garbage?” 

Garbageman:  “No,  lady,  jump 
right  in.” 

We  are  indebted  to  current  pub¬ 
lications  for  our  “Chuckles.” 


Dear  Miss  Anthony, 

I  am  a  boy  of  seventeen,  a  senior 
at  Johnson  High  School.  I  have  a 
very  perplexing  problem.  My  heart 
thumped  madly  when  I  saw  a  certain 
girl.  I  finally  had  my  golden  oppor¬ 
tunity  and  I  took  her  out,  only  to 
have  my  heart  weighted  down  with 
more  aches  and  pains,  for  I  knew  she 
had  no  feeling  for  me.  She  gave  me 
not  one  bit  of  encouragement,  only 
accepting  a  bracelet  that  I  presented 
her  with  at  Christmas  time.  Ah-h-h, 
now  I  was  on  my  way,  but  the  cloud 
turned  out  to  have  a  black  lining, 
when  one  fatal  day  she  stood  me  up. 
I  cursed  the  day  I  ever  bothered 
with  her.  Recently  she  asked  for  my 
forgiveness.  Now,  Miss  Anthony,  my 
problem  is,  should  I  be  friends  with 
her  again  ? 

“Troubled” 

•s:-  * 

Dear  Troubled, 

Before  you  step  into  this  world  on 
your  own,  you  must  learn  to  grin  and 
take  it.  You  will  have  a  lot  of  girls 
stand  you  up  in  your  time.  Mark  my 
words!  Have  fun  and  be  friends  with 
everyone. 

Miss  Anthony 
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Dear  Miss  Anthony, 

I  am  a  boy  sixteen  years  old  and  in 
the  junior  class.  For  several  months 
everything  has  been  tops,  but  now  I 
am  faced  with  a  very  serious  and 
baffling  problem.  I  have  battered  my 
brain  to  threads,  and  now  I  am  ask¬ 
ing  your  needed  advice. 

My  sophomore  girl  friend,  who  is 
cute  and  loads  of  fun  to  go  out  with, 
is  suddenly  having  a  change  of  mind. 
She  still  goes  out  with  me  occasion¬ 
ally,  but  she  doesn’t  seem  to  enjoy 
my  company  as  before.  I  like  her 
very  much,  Miss  Anthony.  Will  you 
please  tell  me  how  I  can  win  her  af¬ 
fections  again? 

“Whitie” 

4 

X  .V.  .V. 

Dear  Whitie, 

Again  I  give  you  the  advice  that 
I  give  many  others.  Find  someone 
new,  play  the  field.  You  are  both  too 
young  to  be  getting  serious.  Remem¬ 
ber,  variety  is  the  spice  of  life.  She 
believes  it.  Why  not  you  too? 

Miss  Anthony 

Dear  Miss  Anthony, 

I  am  a  senior  girl  who  had  never 
been  interested  in  the  opposite  sex 
until  a  certain  veteran  walked  into 
my  English  class.  When  he  sits  near 
me,  my  heart  soars  to  a  rapidity  that 


is  uncontrollable.  There  is  only  one 
conflict,  that  being  that  he  is  married. 
What  should  I  do? 

“Hopeful” 

y.  .v. 

Dear  Hopeful, 

Forget  him!  He  is  someone  else’s 
property. 

Miss  Anthony 

Dear  Miss  Anthony, 

I  am  a  sophomore  boy  and  I  have 
been  in  love  with  a  junior  girl  for 
a  long  time.  I  went  steady  with  her 
for  almost  a  year  and  a  half.  But, 
alas  and  alack,  all  things  must  come 
to  an  end,  and  our  romance  did.  Now 
all  that  I  have  are  a  few  treasures 
that  I  have  tucked  away  in  my  bottom 
drawer  to  remind  me  of  her.  I  want 
her  so  much  that  it  hurts  even  to 
think  of  it.  How  can  I  get  her  back, 
Miss  Anthony? 

“Lovey  Dovey” 

Dear  Lovev  Dovey, 

You  must  realize  that  girls  grow  up 
sooner  than  boys.  In  order  to  prove 
that  you  are  a  man,  you  must  first 
take  the  bull  by  the  horns.  Ask  her 
directly  to  go  out,  and  prove  that 
you  are  not  a  weakling.  Or  make  her 
jealous!  Good  luck! 

Mi  ss  Anthony 
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